BANANA   ESCAPADES                             IO5\
red beans, fried plantains, steamed rice, alligator pears, sliced
pineapple. Needless to say, all hands are in bed and asleep by
eight o'clock.
1 Here's a tabular view of * One Day in the Life of a Banana
Overseer,' which I wrote for Fortune (March 1933) :
5  a.m.               Rises and turns out timekeeper, sees that cook,
yardman, and stockman are on the job. Takes
rainfall and temperature readings. Breakfasts
on native oranges (peeled and impaled whole
on a fork), eggs, fried red beans mashed to a
paste, and native coffee (parched in his own
kitchen).
6 a.m.              His two foremen appear at the office in the
basement to report that fruit-cutting prelim-
inaries are well under way; all the mules are
at the camp, properly equipped with pack-
saddles and pads, all fruit-cutting gangs have
been told exactly how many bunches to har-
vest, and all of them have seen a model bunch
illustrating the proper degree of fullness re-
quired for the New York market. Each fore-
man reports that fruit cars have already been
spotted at the various spurs as requested the
previous evening. Overseer goes over work
sheets preparatory to riding the farm.
7 a.m.             Rides the farm, checking different cutters as
ii a.m.             to grade and quantity, also sees that mules
are not overloaded -and that freshly cut
bunches are properly loaded into cars. At
the same time he keeps an eye on the status of
work under way on which labour will be done
during days when there is no fruit cutting:
ditch digging, pruning^ replanting, bridge and
road construction, regrassing pastures and
repairing fences, keeping camp grounds in
trim. Makes notes to see that certain animals
are rebranded, certain fines imposed for